
 

 

Nelia: An Abernoth Story 

We were thirteen and just starting the school year. The autumn leaves had already started 

falling from the trees. With every step on my way to school that morning, I smelled the refreshing 

air of the best time of the year. In my mind, there was no comparison to the other seasons. Not 

because of temperature, rain, snow, or anything like that. The forceshield around Ignert prevented 

any of that from reaching us. The temperature stayed the same year-round. The only thing that 

ever changed were the leaves. 

Outside the forceshield was a different story. Ignert was a large, lone city in central 

Abernoth. Directly to the west was the trail end of the Girish Mountains. So, when it snowed, it 

snowed. And when it rained, it rained as if the ground itself had sinned and every droplet was its 

punishment. My friends often took transports down to the surface. Some of them even lived down 

there and would commute to the floating metropolis of Ignert for school every day. Me? I never 

left the comfort of the city. My sister, Nelia, however, was a different story.  

Nelia never quite fit in. When we were ten, her walls became the canvases of her life. I 

never understood her drawings. Whenever I would catch sight of her painting something new, I 

would peek in and watch her fanatical brush strokes add more colors to a wall already compiled 

of chaos and disarray. There was no structure, organization, or meaning to any of her drawings. 

All I ever saw was her re-painting her walls again and again and again. 

Out of the two of us, I was the one dad always said would be successful. Not only because 

I was a minute older, but because I was the only one grounded in reality. My grades were higher, 

I had more friends, I was a varsity soccer player as a freshman, I devoted myself to my future. My 

sister might as well have been a vapor in the wind. She merely went to school and did just enough 

to get by. 

For years, the two of us have lived separate lives. She had her friends and I had mine. We 

didn’t interact at school and at home the most we would do is say hi to one another and speak at 

dinner. After dinner, Nelia secluded herself into her bedroom. When she first started doing that 

five years ago, it I thought I was to hide some overwhelming depression in her life. I wouldn’t 

have been surprised; by saying that Nelia had her friends I really meant a friend. One. But I didn’t 

think depression was the cause—or at least not anymore.  



 

  

I would always be on the upper deck reading when she would round the corner to our 

house. Behind her the sun would be setting and illuminating off the industrious center of Ignert 

that defined the city. And on those walks home she looked like the happiest girl alive. She’d let 

her shoulder length auburn hair down and let it freely whisk around her golden face. It was those 

moments that made me stop what I was doing and admire my sister no matter how much I tried to 

resist. For four years, I’ve never been able to figure out what it was; but there was something about 

her in those moments that gave Nelia a new sense of beauty and, in many ways, distinguished the 

two of us. 

I had never met Nelia’s sole friend even though they had been friends for five years. It was 

possible that she had more that I didn’t know about. But I’ve only ever seen her hanging out with 

that one girl. I never approached them after school when they would meet up almost daily and 

head downtown together. I never knew where they went. I always assumed they went to Evana’s 

luxurious house, but I never knew for certain. 

That morning, I ran into her on my way to school. Literally. 

Evana had just rounded the corner of our high school with a couple of friends, none of 

which were Nelia. The two of us collided and our books fell from our hands. The only books we 

had in our hands were novels, as all our textbooks were accessible through our Implants; a chip 

planted beneath our wrist that displays a screen that only we can see and feeds our brain 

information directly. But even so, I learned that morning that Evana was just as avid of a reader as 

myself upon looking at the pile of books on the ground.  

Evana’s face instantly went red and she bent down to pick up her books while her friends 

laughed at her clumsiness. Not a mean laugh by any means, but a laugh that could only come from 

having a genuine friendship with someone.  

“Here you go,” she said politely, handing me my three books back. “That’s a great book 

by the way,” Evana said. She pointed to my run-down copy of Abernoth: The Untold Stories that 

I’ve read eleven times. 

I gazed at her with a curiosity usually reserved for sister. Evana seemed normal. She wore 

a pair of white shorts, a three-quarters tee, and a worn baseball cap with the white symbol of 

Abernoth on it. There was no denying her beauty. Thin hair that looked like it had been dipped in 

caramel hung loosely to her shoulder blades encapsulating her youthful face. Yet there was a sense 

of maturity in her eyes that most girls don’t acquire until at least fifteen. 



 

  

 “Have you read it?” I asked. Her one friend bent down and grabbed Evana’s books before 

handing them to her.  

“A couple of times, yes. Though not as many as you.” I went to ask how she knew I’ve 

read it multiple times when she answered the question on the tip of my tongue. “Your sister told 

me it was your favorite book.” 

Evana looked at the clock on the side of the school and smiled at me. “I have class in five 

minutes and I don’t feel like having Mrs. Larfton yell at me for being late. I’ll see you around,” 

she said. 

Then she quickly ran off with her friends. One of them giggled and glanced back at my 

dumbfounded face. Since Evana and Nelia became friends, I’ve had an image of Evana in my 

mind. She was the Commander in Chief’s daughter—the second most powerful man in Abernoth. 

She had money, power, influence, everything that someone needed to get everything they want in 

life. But for Nelia to be friends with her, I had always seen Evana as being odd and socially 

awkward. But from what I just saw, the exact opposite was true.  

Part of me wanted to chase after Evana and become friends with her, though only for the 

purpose of finding out was so intriguing about her. Actually being her friends was out of the 

question, of course. For one, I already had my own friends group. And secondly, even if I didn’t 

see it in that short interaction, there had to be something off about her to be friends with Nelia.  

After not seeing her at all for five years, I ran into Evana six times within the next two 

weeks. Each time was brief, the encounter only lasting a couple of minutes at most, and each time 

I saw more and more as to why Nelia and Evana were so close. There was an essence to Evana. 

Something that drew people to her and gave her the ability to be there for all of them. And right 

there beside her the entire time was Nelia. My sister. The one who never fit in with my family. 

The one who painted her room night and day. The one whom shared my genome. The one I never 

understood. 

I got home one night before Nelia and my parents. I turned on the lights and ventured 

upstairs to the solitude of my room. As I went to open the door, I looked down the hallway at the 

closed door that led to Nelia’s room. The two of us were never the siblings whom went through 

each other’s rooms; that type of sibling behavior was reserved for siblings that could say more 

than a few words to each other at a time.  



 

  

My curiosity got the best of me. I set my bag down outside my door and ventured down 

the hallway, opening Nelia’s door as I approached it. The lights flickered on revealing her room. 

Unlike my room, which mainly consisted of bookshelves and more books than I could ever read 

in a lifetime, hers was practically empty. The only pieces of furniture in her room were a small 

bed and a nightstand beside it.  

Around the edges, sheets that were once white were pressed up against the wall. In some 

sections, it was impossible to even tell that they were once white. Splotches of yellow, blue, 

orange, red, green, purple, teal, grey, and every other paint I could imagine covered the sheets. The 

same colors were splattered against the wall in assortments that made my head spin. Paintings 

from five years ago peeked out from beneath new ones, adding another dimension to the artwork 

that I had never seen before.  

On the west wall was the brown root of an upside-down tree, springing up from the 

baseboard and covering the walls. Royal blue and yellow colors intertwined between and on the 

branches—imperfections as I would always say. Flaws in her paintings. They were anything but 

that. They were imperfections, but perfectly done imperfections that added a new sense of 

character to the painting. No matter how many different blotches of colors covered the branches—

obscured them at times—the roots still spread.  

I looked closer. Within each imperfect blotch of paint was smaller drawings. Some of them 

depicted two friends, experiences, her life. For the first time, I saw Nelia’s paintings for what they 

truly were. 

“Do you like it?” I jumped around at the sound of Nelia’s voice. She stood in the doorway 

with her backpack slung over her one shoulder, leaning against the woodwork. 

I stuttered, not knowing what to say at first. “Yes—I do, I said quietly. How long have you 

been there?” 

“Long enough, she said back.” 

“When did you paint all this? I asked her.” 

Nelia let her backpack slide off her shoulder and tossed it on her bed. “I started the tree 

five years ago, it’s a work in progress.” 

Neither of us said something for a couple of minutes. I continued following the roots until 

I caught sight of one on her northern wall that had turned into the outline of a giant ship labeled, 



 

  

The Interceptor, before continuing. For years, I had been looking too close to see her work—too 

close to see her. It wasn’t until I took a step back that I saw what my sister was capable of. 

“What about the other ones?” 

She shrugged and ran her hand along the painting nearest her. “I painted this one a year 

ago,” she said as her hand ran across the mane of a majestic golden lion. 

“Everything you paint has some meaning. So why paint the Interceptor?” 

A tear suddenly formed in Nelia’s left eye. She smiled and quickly wiped it away and was 

about to open her mouth to speak. 

“Girls! Dinner!” 

Nelia looked away from me and at the painting of the ship. It was a perfect drawing of the 

legendary ship being built in Ignert. For Humanity, it was supposed to be a big leap in history: the 

first intergalactic journey. 

“Get the lights when you leave.” Then Nelia turned and walked out of her room.  

I stood there for a couple of minutes, unable to take my eyes off the ship. Every other one 

of Nelia’s paintings held some deep meaning to her. There were still hundreds of paintings within 

her room that I had yet to figure out. Hundreds of tales wrapped up in a couple strokes of a brush. 

But the only one that bothered me as I left the room and turned off the lights was mysterious ship. 

 

There was one day that I vividly remember more than the others. I was walking to school 

extra early to meet two of my friends for a class project. I was only a couple of blocks away from 

Ignert Central High when I saw a flash of caramel hair in the corner of my eye. 

I gazed to my left to see two girls rummaging through another girl’s backpack in a back 

ally. The one being bullied was on the ground as one of the others girls grabbed a picture from it 

and expanded it to full size.  

“Isn’t this just a lovely family photo,” one of the girls mocked. I recognized the girl’s voice. 

Anna. She was in my friend group, I sat with her every day at lunch. That meant the other girl had 

to be Anna’s best friend, Lilly. 

The girl on the ground sat up and flipped her hair back revealing her face. I stood frozen. 

Before me, lying on the ground in scuffed up jeans and a dirty red sweater was Evana. I ducked 

behind the wall before she could see me.  

“We better not ever find you speaking to Erich again, understand?” Lilly asked. 



 

  

“We just got coffee to go over an assignment, don’t worry. I don’t have the time for a 

boyfriend anyhow,” Evana said back. Her voice was oddly calm despite being cornered.  

“That’s what they all say,” Lilly said.  

“Look, just give me the picture back and it won’t happen again.” 

Anna and Lilly looked at each other and I saw the sheepish look glisten in their eyes.  

“You mean this photo?” Anna said. “Why don’t you call your sister to come get it from 

us? Or you mother?” 

“Very funny,” Evana said. She stood up and brushed herself off. “Come back when you 

two get a new line. You’ve used that one too many times.”  

I wanted to stand up—to walk down the alley and defend a girl I barely knew against my 

own friends. They would never let me live it down. I would be rejected in our group and have to 

find brand new friends. I knew what the right thing to do was. Getting my body to agree with my 

heart and act upon those feelings was an entirely different story, though. 

“How about we just break this picture then?” Lilly said.  

“You really think that’s my only copy? I’m not as stupid as you two.” 

Anna frowned and tossed the picture on the ground. The holographic frame bounced upon 

the ground once before Evana quickly swooped it up. She shrunk it back down to a portable size 

and stuffed it inside her jacket pocket.  

I let out my breath, thankful it didn’t escalate anymore. Then I saw the look upon Lilly’s 

face. She had something else schemed. 

“Do you have multiple of these?” 

Lilly held up the chain of a necklace. I couldn’t make out what was on it but the horror on 

Evana’s face told me all I needed to know. She frantically grabbed at her neck, searching for the 

necklace. Lilly must have ripped it off upon pushing Evana to the ground.  

“Please, don’t!” Evana cried. She lunged for the necklace but caught Anna’s foot and fell 

flat on her face. 

“What’s wrong? Did the Commander in Chief not teach you how to fight?” Lilly said. 

I couldn’t sit there doing nothing any longer. I stood up and rounded the corner in the alley. 

Anna was the first one to see me and then Lilly.  

“Come to join in on the fun?” Lilly said. 

“Just give her the necklace back,” I said. 



 

  

Lilly laughed and looked at me. “Why are you defending this girl? She’s a spoiled, 

worthless brat.” 

I shrugged and ran my fingers through my hair, putting it behind my ear left ear. “Maybe 

so, doesn’t mean you have to take her necklace. It probably belonged to her mom. “How would 

you feel if someone took your mother’s necklace off your neck?” I said. I spoke directly to Anna, 

whom I knew wore one of the possessions her mom gave her before she died. She didn’t fight 

back.  

“Come on, Lilly, give her the necklace back and let’s go,” Anna said. 

Lilly hesitated before obliging with Anna. She tossed Evana’s necklace on the ground and 

glared at me as she turned and follow Anna out of the alley. The look upon Anna’s face, though, 

was nothing but shame. I reached my hand down and picked up the necklace as Evana got to her 

feet. 

The chain was broken where Lilly had ripped it off Evana’s neck. Still attached, though, 

was a rustic bronze coin and a small heart. Around the edges of the coin were the words, sisters by 

heart. 

“It wasn’t my mother’s,” Evana said, extending her hand for the necklace. 

“When did they—how long ago—” I couldn’t get the words out of my mouth. 

“When did they die?” Evana asked for me as she took the necklace from my hand. She 

pressed the broken ends together and clasped them in her hand. When she removed her hand, the 

necklace looked as if it had never been broken. “Both were killed in Lesbon in 3141 when the 

outbreak occurred. My dad was out of town in Ignert for meetings and I was lucky enough to be 

part of the 1% that was immune,” Evana stared at the ground and muttered, “If you want to call it 

luck.” 

“You’re alive. Your dad would be alone if you weren’t,” I said. “And so would my sister.” 

Evana smiled and nodded. “I guess you’re right.” 

“Well, I need to get going. I’m meeting two of my classmates for a project,” I said. My 

hair whipped around my face as I turned and started to walk away. 

“Oh, Isabella,” Evana said, catching my attention, “Thank you.” 

The rest of that day was a blur. When lunch time came around and I went to sit with my 

typical friend group, hoping that Anna and Lilly hadn’t said anything. I was wrong. They turned 



 

  

me away at Lilly’s request. All I remember as I walked away was the look of satisfaction in Lilly’s 

eyes. 

After school, Nelia and Evana met each other behind the school as they have for years and 

embraced each other with a drawn-out hug. I watched the two of them for longer than usual that 

day as they stood there and Nelia broke into tears. She was yelling yet and Evana—no, pleading 

with her about something. I saw the trembling in her knees and the horror-stricken look in her olive 

eyes. When I finally managed to peel my eyes away from them, I was alone. 

I walked home by myself for the first time that day. My friend Rachel and I live down the 

street from one another and we typically walked home together. But today, she was nowhere to be 

seen. Walking home alone gave me plenty of time to think that I usually didn’t have. Part of me 

wished I could go back in time and not do anything but sit behind the wall and watch everything 

happen. To watch Lilly either take the necklace or rip it apart. It was a part of me that brought 

nothing but shame to my emotions. I knew that standing up for Evana was the right thing to do—

even if it meant standing up against my friends. But outside of that group, I didn’t talk to many 

people. Granted, I had friends outside of that group, but none close enough to fill the gaping hole 

left in my heart.  

A week passed and I continued to be shunned by my friend group. By the time autumn was 

nearly over, its beauty had faded for me. The vibrant colors of the trees were colorless. I saw the 

world in black and white, devoid of all life. At my soccer game, I missed three wide-open shots 

on goal, resulting in me coming out at halftime for the first time in my career. My coach knew me 

well enough to know when something was wrong. He didn’t say anything to me but simply walked 

over and patted his hand on my back and said some words that I didn’t hear. We ended up losing 

1-0, ending out chances of a third consecutive playoff run.  

I skipped dinner that night and attempted to read in order to return my mind to reality. Yet 

even reading did not ease my mind. I threw my book against my wall and broke down in a river of 

tears.  

“Sis, you okay in there?” Nelia said. I didn’t respond. The door was locked and she had no 

way of opening it. I didn’t want to talk to her. “Evana told me what you did the other day. I just 

want to say thank you. It means a lot to me that you did that for her.” Then I heard Nelia’s footsteps 

fade as she walked away and into her room.  



 

  

I curled up in my blankets and shook all those thoughts out of my head. I tried to forget 

being forgotten and focus on the one thing I felt like I had left in life: school. And I needed my 

sleep to keep up with my academic life. 

“Tomorrow will be different. Tomorrow will be better. Tomorrow will be different. 

Tomorrow will be better. Tomorrow will be—” 

The next day was not any better; nor were the next thirty. I was still rejected from my friend 

group. Only Anna seemed to go out of her way to still talk to me occasionally. It was ironic, seeing 

as she was one of the people responsible for my current emotional state. Actually, she likely had 

nothing to do with telling the others what happened. That was all Lilly. Even that time with Anna, 

though, did nothing to lift my spirits. 

My soccer coach for school also coached my winter team. He started me in the first game, 

hoping that my struggles to perform were only temporary. That didn’t turn out well. He sat me 

down a week later for an hour explaining his move to take me out of the starting lineup. With both 

my social and soccer lives failing, the loneliness that I had been running from suddenly became 

welcoming. It wrapped me in a cocoon of suffering; drowning out my every desire to interact with 

the rest of the world. 

 

Towards the end of winter semester, I skipped dinner yet again. It had become a habit of 

mine to skip once or twice a week. At first my parents fought me on it. At this point, however, 

they would simply sigh and nod their heads. They didn’t know what to do with me now that the 

roles were reversed and Nelia was in the spotlight.  

I took a walk to the soccer field, unlocked the fence, took out a soccer ball, and dribbled it 

out in front of the goal. Something within me would not let me shoot, though. It was as if my mind 

no longer remembered how to play soccer.  

A soccer ball suddenly whizzed around my head, striking the back of the top left corner of 

the net. For a brief second, I didn’t care who shot the ball as I shut my eyes and let the resonating 

sound of ball striking net play a melody to my ears.  

“How was that?” A familiar voice behind me said.  

I snapped out of the brief trance and craned my neck. Standing ten yards behind me at the 

edge of the box was a thin brown-haired girl wearing athletic shorts and a tank top. Of all people, 

it had to be her: Evana.  



 

  

I hesitated before answering, “Really good, actually,” I said, not able to lie about how good 

her shot was. Based off where she was standing she had to curl the ball around my head to make 

it in the upper left hand corner.  

“Thanks, I thought about trying out for the team this year but chose against it,” Evana said.  

“Why’s that?” I asked.  

Evana shrugged her shoulders. “I wouldn’t be able to finish the season.” 

I strained my eyes. There was something different about this girl, something that drew my 

innate curiosity since the day I met her. I couldn’t put a finger on what it was, only that whatever 

it was outshone her beauty. I passed the ball at my feet to her, which she popped up in the air 

instinctively and scissor kicked it into the back of the net with power I have only ever seen from 

men. If she had gone out for the team, I never would have started in the first place. 

“What do you mean by finish the season or not?” 

Evana walked past me and retrieved the two soccer balls, passing one of them to me. “I’m 

leaving,” she said. She played with the ball at her feet. “Not many people know this but my dad is 

heading up the Interceptor mission. I can either stay here or go with him.” 

“But you have friends here, you’re happy here.” 

“Just because one seems happy doesn’t mean they are. I was suicidal for years after my 

mom and sister died. I remember one moment from five years ago distinctly. My dreams were 

littered with re-living watching my family and nearly the entire population of Lesbon die. One-

million people—” Evana’s breathing began to escalate. 

I’ve only ever seen someone panic once before. When Nelia and I were little, Nelia went 

into a panic attack when our parents were nearly killed in the line-of-duty. I sat beside her in the 

bathroom for as she curled into a fetal position. Her fragile body shook for three hours as every 

tear within her fell between the cracks of the wooden floor. 

Evana’s right hand drifted to her sister’s necklace. She ran her thumb erratically over the 

coin, closed her eyes, and took a deep, shaky, breath. 

“Sorry,” she said, as her body began to relax again, “That happens whenever I talk about 

Lesbon. Even with all the modern medicine there’s no cure for trauma. There’s only coping 

mechanisms.” Her thumb continued to graze the coin as she rolled the ball beneath her left foot. 

I smiled and set my hand on her shoulder. Maybe meeting out here was a blessing for both 

of us. “What happened?” I asked. 



 

  

“My mom and Lizzy would visit me in my dreams and torture me. Add bullying on top of 

that. For a seven-year-old, it was simply too much. I hacked my dad’s Implant to gain an individual 

access code for the forceshield that allowed the person carrying the code to walk through the 

forceshield anywhere at any time. Well, I went to the edge of the platform and crested my toes 

over the edge. All I wanted to do was to fall and be set free of the images that visited me every 

night.” 

“What stopped you?” I asked. No one had ever opened up to me like this. 

“Your sister. It was only a week or so after we first met but she was coming to my house 

when I left and followed me. I would be dead if it wasn’t for her.” 

I thought back to Nelia’s paintings and remembered one of Ignert that I didn’t understand 

at the time. It was a perfect depiction of the city and showed one girl grasping the hand of another 

as she was falling over the edge of the platform.  

“But it’s different now, isn’t it?” 

“No. I might have learned how to cope with it, but I can never fully heal here. I feel like I 

can’t escape. I need to get away,” Evana said. “Plus, it’s not every day that you get the opportunity 

to travel across the galaxy.” 

I was speechless. To remain so strong after going through what she’s gone through was 

incredible. On her face was not a look of sadness or even the fleeting emotion of happiness, but 

joy. Pure, everlasting, joy that she chose to express every day of her life no matter what. The lone 

light overlooking the field was enough to illuminate her cheeks and make them shine even in the 

darkness.  

“Does Nelia know?” I asked. Why I suddenly thought about how my sister would feel was 

beyond me. I had always cared about her, even though we hardly talked. But simply caring about 

someone and thinking about them were two completely separate things.  

Evana nodded. “She was the first person I told. She begged me to stay.” 

“But you can’t” 

“No, I don’t belong here anymore. I want to be out there, reaching across the galaxy and 

seeing new worlds never before seen. I need a fresh start away from Abernoth and constant 

reminder of what I witnessed,” Evana said. “Your sister will manage just fine. After all, she has 

you.” 



 

  

Evana lifted her foot off the soccer ball and rolled it to me and began walking off the field. 

“I need to get home. I’ll see you around, friend.” 

I left the soccer pitch that night in tears. When I returned home, I sat outside Nelia’s door 

and shut my eyes. Inside her room, I heard her talking on the phone with Evana. The two of them 

sang melodies back and forth to each other and shared countless laughs. An hour passed until Nelia 

reluctantly ended the call and the light coming beneath her door went out. 

I sat there until after midnight thinking about Evana’s words. Your sister will manage just 

fine. After all, she has you. The words echoed in my head. My sister didn’t have me. She hasn’t 

had me for years, now. The exchange we had in her room a while ago was the first time we have 

carried on a conversation in a long time. And it hasn’t happened since. 

The reason I distanced myself from Nelia was fuzzy. I couldn’t remember why I initially 

started drifting away. All I remember is seeing her paint all the time and investing herself in a 

world of fantasy instead of reality. But for the first time, my sister did not seem caught up in a 

fantasy world, but grounded in something far more real than I could even fathom. If anything, I 

was the one lost in my own fantasy. 

 

That was the last time I ever saw Evana. The Interceptor launched two weeks later in the 

middle of winter. It was a huge event both in Abernoth and the world. There was a launch party to 

see the ship rise into the sky and then disappear into the atmosphere. My sister and I went together. 

She didn’t say a word the whole time and simply wept on my shoulder. I knew that she was happy 

for Evana and most likely supported her decision. It was the type of person Nelia was. But those 

emotions couldn’t overshadow her desire to have her best friend back. 

I wasn’t much different. I didn’t know Evana to same extent that Nelia did. But I knew 

enough about her to know that she was the type of friend I had been looking for my entire life. The 

type of friend who would sit down and simply talk to me no matter how she was feeling. She chose 

joy and because of that it radiated from her like a burning sun. There always was something 

different about her and that light was what separated her from Anna, Lilly, and every other friend 

I had ever had. The same light, the same joy, that I saw in Evana I saw in Nelia for the first time 

that day as she cried on my shoulder. 

Two moons later, the news came on and informed the world about the Interceptor accident. 

One of the engines failed and combusted. There were no survivors. 



 

  

 

 

 


